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The Stocks 
 
      
 
    Welcome to Hamilton Academy, a prestigious institution designed for some of the country’s best students. Originally founded in the 1800s, this institution has existed for more than a century. Beyond that, its alumni include some of the greatest leaders in politics, business, and art. 
 
    Founded by Ronald Hamilton, this institution originally served as a boarding school for those young men who weren’t quite ready for life at a college or university. These young men challenged themselves with ancillary preparation. And it worked. When they were eventually ready for Harvard or Yale, they excelled, competing and winning some of the most amazing awards available to these young people. 
 
    Because it was founded more than a century ago, the school was originally intended only for male pupils. But as society has become more relaxed, the institution changed as well. Hamilton Academy eventually admitted young women. 
 
    These girls were determined to succeed. They took on the physical and mental rigors offered by the school, probably first to prove themselves. But over the last decade or so, more and more young women have enrolled because of the many opportunities offered by the school’s faculty and various connections. 
 
    In fact, females now outnumber the male population. 
 
    At first, hardly anyone noticed. But then, the females became more militant, pushing their agendas. And why wouldn’t they be allowed to remake the campus as they saw fit? Traditions were great, but the world was changing, so this school needed to change as well. 
 
    Besides, since it had been such a masculine institution for so long, there was a deep seated problem: sexism. When the first young women were admitted, the males often did everything they could to get the girls to quit. There were pranks and many examples of sexual harassment. The females had to be incredibly careful as they maneuvered these halls. But as women became more comfortable on campus, growing in numbers every year, that sexism remained. Or at least, the perception of sexism remained. 
 
    And then the headmaster retired, now to be replaced by headmistress. 
 
    Evelyn O’Neill didn’t change any outward policies. There was no official declaration that women would now be in charge or anything like that. In fact, the school continued on just as it always had for nearly a decade. 
 
    Even so, there were comments, whispers, accusations, and other problems. 
 
    Young men were routinely accused of behaving badly. Often, they were punished severely, sometimes getting expelled or suspended. Sure, their parents were upset, but Evelyn O’Neill didn’t care. She had the support of the school board, which meant that she was untouchable. Besides, if a boy was accused of harassment and his parents came to his rescue, O’Neill could simply point out that this was why the culture hadn’t changed fast enough. 
 
    And so, the girls became more confident, realizing they could get away with much more than the boys. The males at the school started to get nervous. It became quiet. 
 
    And then, one day, Evelyn O’Neill called a school assembly. 
 
    As with so many campuses across the country, the students filed in. A few of them snuck glances at their phones. Many more chatted or whispered. A couple diligently tried to catch up on neglected homework or crammed for tests in their next period. 
 
    O’Neill stood at the podium. She cleared her throat and announced, “Two new policies are about to go into effect. These are going to be remarkable. I’m sure there will be a lot of controversy, but I have made this decision, and I will not change my mind. After consulting with a series of psychologists, I’ve determined that sexism is far too rampant a problem on this campus. Although the female students outnumber the males, the young men in our population have not yet learned how to behave themselves. So there are going to be two new rules put into effect. First, if you wish to remain enrolled as a boy, you must find a sponsor, a girl who is willing to give you permission to stay. Girls, you may each sponsor up to two of your male classmates.” 
 
    As she listed off these new requirements, the boys sat up, confused looks on their faces. 
 
    Evelyn continued, all the while ignoring the various murmurs that echoed off the assembly hall walls. 
 
    “Second, I’m introducing a new form of punishment for the boys who misbehave. Frankly, I am sick of the harassment. A girl should be free to walk on this campus without having to worry about being ogled, commented upon, or otherwise derided on the basis of her sex.” 
 
    The murmuring had mostly died down, yet the boys were still confused about the first policy. Then the students perked up as she announced, “For the young men who insist on continuing to disobey, expulsion and suspension will remain viable options of deterrence. But there will be another method of punishment added.” 
 
    O’Neill paused. 
 
    Although her face remained implacably stoic, a few of the students thought they detected some slight smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth. Or maybe it had just been their imaginations. 
 
    “I will not tolerate bad behavior. Consequently, we will be installing a set of public stocks for those who are incapable of controlling themselves.” 
 
    She didn’t say that this would be specifically for the male students, but the boys who had already dealt with Evelyn O’Neill could guess what would happen. 
 
    “Let me be clear to all of the students here. I do not take this course of action lightly, but it will be very helpful. If you stop and think about it, there is nothing more effective than public humiliation. So if you are a young man and you misbehave, you will be locked in public for one or more days. You will be on display in front of your peers. They will see that you made a mistake.” 
 
    Another murmur rippled through the room, probably because the young men in that assembly Hall had no idea what this might really be like. 
 
    Stocks? 
 
    A few of them had to look up the idea up on their phones. Half the time, they inadvertently ended up at investment websites. 
 
    They didn’t understand that, within a century before, many cities and other municipalities relied on stocks to discipline their populations. If someone stepped out of line, they could be shackled in position, bent forward and put on display, their asses up in the air, their heads bent forward. People could walk by, see them, humiliate them. 
 
    “This method is humane and effective. Consequently, the stocks will be installed this afternoon. If you don’t want to experience them, you had better do as you’re told.” 
 
    Somehow, her eyes seemed to fixate only on the male students in the room. 
 
      
 
    Dylan had been a student at Hamilton Academy for more than six months. 
 
    The announcement about the stocks had been made just a few days before, and he had seen them at the center of the quad. There were four sets, wooden platforms and the braces with all of the requisite openings. 
 
    When he saw it, he barely understood what he was looking at. This almost seemed like something at one of those old reenactment towns, like a place where people might pretend that they were still living in 1695 or something. 
 
    Several of the boys glanced in the direction of the stocks. 
 
    For once, none of them said anything. They didn’t tease each other about it. They just looked on, confused and uncertain before they finally turned around and started walking back toward their various classes, dorms, or maybe the library. 
 
    Dylan, like the others, largely stopped thinking about it. 
 
    Then he overheard his girlfriend, Amanda, talking about it with some of her friends. “I think it’s going to be great,” one of the girls remarked. “I can’t wait to see a guy mess up. It’s going to be so much fun. We can walk over there and mess with him!” 
 
    The other girls nodded or chimed in with their agreement. 
 
    It was Dylan who felt like he had to speak up, “That isn’t fair.” 
 
    “Why not?” Asked one of the girls. 
 
    “Because you know O’Neill is only going to use them on the guys.” 
 
    “How would we know that?” questioned one of the females. She looked down at him, her expression haughty and loaded with undisguised contempt. 
 
    “She never said that. It’s not an official policy.” 
 
    “You can have systemic bias without making it obvious,” he said. “Just look at how women were oppressed in terms of financial services. For decades, females couldn’t get their own credit cards or loans. You don’t think that had an effect? The companies didn’t even have to write the policy down. As long as all of their salespeople knew about it, it could still happen.” 
 
    “Exactly,” said that same girl. “Women were oppressed, not men.” 
 
    “So that means men can never be oppressed?” Dylan asked. He glanced over at his girlfriend, hoping for some support. Amanda just narrowed her eyes slightly, almost like she wanted this conversation to come to an end, and she didn’t care how. 
 
    The girl sounded like she was giving a lecture as she said, “Obviously, men can be oppressed in theory, but this is a non sequitur. It’s a red herring! Seriously, if you look around the world, women are obviously the ones who need some extra help. But again, O’Neill didn’t say anything about the girls getting to skip out on this punishment. If they do something bad, I’m sure the administration will take all appropriate steps to make sure the guilty parties are punished.” 
 
    Dylan looked over at his girlfriend again, hoping that Amanda might chime in to help him. Instead, she grabbed his arm and tugged. “We should get you to class,” she said. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he wanted to stop. But then, he remembered that Amanda was his sponsor, so he couldn’t risk annoying her. Then he got even more angry because he had to worry about annoying her the first place. 
 
    What had happened to the school? Why couldn’t he do something as simple as express his opinion? 
 
    Different answers occurred to him, but he kept them all to himself rather than risk punishment. 
 
      
 
    That conversation clawed at the back of his brain like an itch, nudging, poking, and prodding for his attention. As he sat in class, his female instructor up at the front of the room talking about how men had subjugated women in the late 1800s, Dylan kept replaying that conversation. 
 
    There were so many things he should have said. There had been more girls in the conversation. So of course, they all saw things from a female perspective. Of course, they would work together, disregarding whatever he said just because he was a guy. 
 
    “As we can see, there need to be very specific rules put into place to counteract the implicit biases against women over the last several centuries. If the United States was founded on sexism, we need to work especially hard to undo the damage,” said his teacher. 
 
    Dylan raised his hand. 
 
    “Yes, Dylan?” 
 
    Practically panting now, he growled, “How do we know when we’ve done enough?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “How do we know when we have done enough?” Dylan repeated. “Seriously, it’s hard to tell when this kind of unspoken system has gone away.” 
 
    “That’s not the kind of question I want to hear this class, young man.” 
 
    He tensed up. He had to resist the urge to leap to his feet. “Why not? It’s a fair question to ask. So much of the problem is stuff that exist underneath the surface. If a woman doesn’t get hired, is it because of sexual bias or something else? Maybe she really is less competent and didn’t deserve the job in the first place. Not everything can be sexism, right?” 
 
    “Dylan, I strongly recommend that you stop asking questions right now,” said the teacher, her tone icy. 
 
    “This is bullshit,” he said under his breath. 
 
    “Dylan, go to the office. Tell the receptionist who your sponsor is. I’m sure she will want to hear about this.” 
 
    “What?” Dylan asked, his voice ringing with disbelief. For so long, he had been one of the best students on campus. He never got in trouble. He was never sent to the office. In fact, he might actually have trouble finding the administration building. 
 
    “Go. Now.” 
 
      
 
    When Dylan walked through the double doors, he found the receptionist standing there. “My teacher sent me here.” 
 
    “She did,” came the confirmation. “And who is your sponsor?” 
 
    “Amanda Smith,” he replied. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t speak with the confidence he usually wielded. 
 
    “Does she know you need to be disciplined?” 
 
    Dylan’s lips parted. He felt foolish, as though he should have texted his girlfriend on his way here. And yet, he had never been in trouble like this before. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” he said. 
 
    “Okay. I will send one of the aides to go get her. In the meantime, sit.” The receptionist didn’t look away from her computer screen. Instead, she just pointed toward one of the empty chairs. “And don’t make any noise.” 
 
    Dylan bristled at the casual command. 
 
    Even so, he walked over to the chair and lowered himself down. He sat there, tense, his back straight as he kept his eyes directed forward. And yet, Dylan nonetheless paid attention to the teachers coming and going. Something occurred to him. 
 
    They were all female. 
 
    When he first started, there had been a few male instructors left. But apparently, they had quietly resigned or been fired. Hardly anyone noticed. Hardly anyone talked about it. 
 
    What was happening here? 
 
    For a second, Dylan wanted to smirk, thinking that this had to be some sort of conspiracy. But no. That kind of thing didn’t happen in real life. Or if conspiracies did occur, they were schemes designed to make money. They had nothing to do with replacing faculty at an elite prep school. 
 
    A few seconds later, the doors opened again, and Amanda appeared. 
 
    Amanda Smith, his girlfriend. He looked up at her, and he waited for a smile of encouragement or some whispered words of comfort. 
 
    Instead, she looked very stern and strict, like a woman disappointed in the behavior of her pet. “Now you did it,” she said with a disdainful shake of her head. She sounded more like a stranger than his girlfriend. 
 
    “You may speak with the headmistress now,” said the receptionist. 
 
    Amanda didn’t hesitate. She reached down, grabbed her boyfriend’s wrist, and tugged. He flew up onto his feet and followed as best he could. It was weird and strange and bizarre, she walked so fast. Dylan was taller by several inches, but he still had trouble keeping up. 
 
    The next thing he knew, they were in the headmistress’s office. 
 
      
 
    Evelyn O’Neill matched every expectation you might have for a headmistress. Tall and sleek in her expensive skirt and blouse, she wore stockings, high heels, and she kept her black hair tied back into a severe bun. Her hair seemed to glide along the top of her head, smooth and perfectly managed, more like plastic or something off of a movie set. And now, she turned her formidable gaze to Dylan. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, he liked to believe that he was a pretty brave guy. He wasn’t a soldier or anything, but he didn’t think he got intimidated very easily. But now he wanted to shrink under her attention. 
 
    “I just read the teacher’s report. Dylan has been disobedient and defiant, speaking up in class and contradicting his instructor. This kind of unruly behavior will not be tolerated by any of the males at this school.” 
 
    “I completely agree,” Amanda said. “What kind of punishment do you recommend for him?” 
 
    Wait a second, thought Dylan. Why isn’t anyone talking to me? 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about this carefully.” 
 
    Dylan spoke up, “Can I say something?” 
 
    Evelyn smiled, her lips pulling back along her teeth. He studied the whites of her incisors and felt exactly like a mouse in front of some sleek, dangerous feline. Then he glanced over at Amanda, hoping for some support. Instead, she seemed mildly irritated at his outburst. 
 
    “Haven’t you said enough?” Amanda whispered. 
 
    The headmistress chuckled and said, “No. It’s okay. Let him speak. Would you like to apologize?” 
 
    His lips parted, and he knew what the correct answer would be. But then he started speaking without really thinking, and the words just sort of stumbled out, “Not sure if I have anything to apologize for. I don’t think I was being rude or—” 
 
    “Silence,” said Headmistress O’Neill. 
 
    For once, Dylan actually shut up. It probably helped that his girlfriend had her hand on his thigh, and she pinched him now, probably hard enough to leave a bruise. 
 
    “Amanda, this boy is obviously behaving in a manner inappropriate for a young man at this campus. As such, I’m deciding to place him in the stocks for the remainder of the day.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Dylan, I already told you to be quiet. Unless you want me to add spanking to your punishment, you will shut your mouth right now.” 
 
    But that wasn’t fair! Throughout his academic career, Dylan had always been allowed to speak. It was one of his great strengths. Now he glanced back over at Amanda, then to the headmistress again, only his hands were shaking, and he didn’t know how to react. What options were left to him? As near as he could see, he didn’t have any alternatives. 
 
    After several more seconds, Amanda finally spoke up, “Headmistress, that sounds stern but fair.” 
 
    “As his sponsor, you will decide whether or not he will be put in stocks in clothing or naked.” 
 
    What? 
 
    Dylan’s mouth opened, his jaw falling downward, but he didn’t make a sound as he jerked his body back at Amanda’s direction. His girlfriend didn’t even look at him. “Let him wear his pants,” she said. “I think that should teach him a good lesson.” 
 
    Just as Dylan squeaked, his girlfriend jerked back in his direction and said, “Be quiet. Unless you want to go out there naked, you will stay really, really quiet now. Understand?” 
 
    Dylan couldn’t be certain, but he probably gave a shaky nod. 
 
      
 
    There was no official ceremony, no declaration of what was about to happen, but the universe wasn’t on Dylan’s side, so this happened right between classes, meaning the student population was already wondering and meandering between their classes. Some of the girls rushed off to the bathroom to reapply their makeup. The guys chatted, chuckling over stupid jokes or furtively checking out the girls. 
 
    Amanda held Dylan’s hand, almost like she worried he might try to run off. But where would he go? An appealing factor for this campus was the fact that was set out, largely the middle of nowhere. 
 
    At first, no one realized anything special was happening. One of the female security guards, Dylan, Amanda, and the headmistress were walking through the halls. Then they came to the quad, and they marched straight toward the stocks. 
 
    When Dylan saw the wooden braces, he first thought they were a joke. He kept glancing over at Amanda, waiting for the moment when she would burst out laughing and said this at all than a prank. But she didn’t. They arrived at the stocks, and the headmistress to turned to Amanda, only she didn’t say anything. 
 
    His girlfriend nonetheless took the hint. 
 
    “Lose the shirt,” she said. 
 
    Dylan parted his lips, wishing he could ask if she would reconsider. 
 
    For a moment, he saw himself dropping to his knees, begging, kissing her feet, pleading desperately, his eyes wet and his voice cracking. It would have been easy to do, but then he glanced around. There were already so many people milling about. Worse, a few of the girls and started to nudge one another, perhaps realizing what was about to happen. 
 
    Trying to maintain some veneer of dignity, Dylan pulled off his shirt and handed it to his girlfriend. 
 
    One of the female security guards lifted the top off the stocks. 
 
    “Proceed,” said the headmistress. 
 
    The second security guard grabbed him by his neck and wrist. She shoved him forward, lowering him down against of the smooth, sanded wood. He felt it. 
 
    Less than a second later, he heard the bang as the top portion of the stocks fell down. Next, there was a click. That sound must of been quieter, yet it still reverberated through his body, booming. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    And just like that, Dylan was trapped in the stocks, helpless. 
 
    Instinctively, like a wild animal caught in a trap, he tried to pull his wrists free. He touched his jaw and chin to the bottom of the stocks as he attempted to work his head out through that opening. 
 
    The brace lifted a tiny, tiny sliver, and then he felt the lock. And just like that, Dylan knew he was stuck here, on display. And sure enough, the girls were gathering around. 
 
      
 
    Dylan did his best to keep his eyes open and to stare straight ahead. He wondered if maybe he should close his eyes, but he hated the notion that this would leave even more vulnerable, like the girls could easily sneak up on him. Then again, it would be so easy for them to loop around and come up toward him from the rear. 
 
    So he stared forward, doing his best to ignore the conversations burbling out onto the air. 
 
    Within moments, he started to pick out snippets of conversation as the girls whispered back and forth to one another. 
 
    “What you think he did?” 
 
    “Is that Dylan?” 
 
    “I wonder if he pissed off his girlfriend or something.” 
 
    “Yeah, girlfriends should be able to put them in the stocks whenever they want!” Then there were the giggles. 
 
    Dylan braced himself as best he could. 
 
    Before the conversations can continue much longer, the headmistress looked around, saw the growing crowd, and straightened her back. Like some domineering CEO of a company, she announced, “For those of you who don’t know, this is Dylan Montgomery, and he has been disrespectful. Consequently, he will spend the rest of the day in the stocks. By the end, I hope that he will have learned his lesson. But if not, additional time can always be added.” 
 
    “What?” Dylan demanded, jerking against the restraints, only to feel the heavy wood over his wrists at the back of his neck. 
 
    That squawk of despair and surprise made the girls laugh all over again. Glancing to the left and right, Dylan tried to see if any of the guys were watching. But no. They had moved on, probably pretending this never happened in the first place. After all, they didn’t want to imagine any kind of scenario where they might end up in the same position. 
 
    “Ladies, while this young man is on display for a public humiliation, it is up to his sponsor to determine whether or not you should speak with him.” The headmistress turned back to Amanda. 
 
    Theoretically, Amanda could have told the other girls to just leave him alone because spending a day in the stocks was enough of a punishment. Perhaps they would have even obliged, respecting her authority over him. She wasn’t just his sponsor; she was also his girlfriend. 
 
    Those kinds of lines and boundaries could be important, Dylan knew. 
 
    Still working on his stoic exterior, Dylan could only stare straight ahead as she cleared her throat and spoke. “I think it would be best for Dylan if we mostly left him alone. But if you really want to say something to him, I think that should be acceptable as well. To be honest, I’m not sure Dylan really knows why he’s here. So if you’d like to explain it to him, feel free.” 
 
    A few of the girls started cheering, whistling and hooting. 
 
    Oh yes, they were going to have fun with him. 
 
      
 
    As Amanda started to walk away, Dylan broke. “No. Please, please, don’t leave me here like this.” 
 
    “Why not? You misbehaved, so now you’re getting punished. It’s not the worst thing in the world, Dylan.” 
 
    “But this isn’t fair. I didn’t do anything wrong!” 
 
    “Maybe you should think about it for a while then,” Amanda sneered. “Perhaps you’ll figure it out.” She rolled her eyes and strutted away. 
 
    Just as she disappeared back into one of the academic buildings, a girl stepped in front of him. 
 
    “Say my name,” said the girl. 
 
    Dylan bristled, recognizing her right away. 
 
    “I don’t know your name,” he said. She was one of Amanda’s friends, the one from before... 
 
    “It’s Tara,” she told him. “Now say it.” 
 
    “Why? What’s the point?” 
 
    “Because you should know the names of the girls who are better than you.” She smirked, the expression snide and wicked all at the same time. “You should know all of our names.” 
 
    His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands. Unfortunately, he couldn’t even slide those down into his pockets. 
 
    “Just leave me alone,” he said. 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t do that,” she replied. “This is important. You’re out here for a reason. Don’t you want to make this useful?” 
 
    “I’m Amanda’s boyfriend.” 
 
    “And she decided to walk away. Gee, I wonder why? Could it be that she knows you deserve this?” 
 
    “Please, I just want to get through this.” 
 
    “Apologize for your bad behavior.” 
 
    “I’m not going to apologize,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” She reached down into her purse and withdrew her lipstick. With her eyes fixed on his face, she popped off the cap and began to turn the stick. The pale pink glistened under the sunlight. She touched the tip to her mouth, gliding it back and forth before rubbing her lips together. 
 
    “Please, just leave me alone,” he told her again. 
 
    She strolled up to him, grabbed his face, and he tried to turn his head away, only her nails dug down into his skin. Then she said, “It’s just me right now. I can get some of the other girls to help if you really, really want.” 
 
    “No,” he said with a quick shake. 
 
    “Then stop wiggling.” 
 
    He froze, locked in place, feeling helpless. 
 
    But then, that was the entire point of the stocks. 
 
    Once he stopped, Tara pushed to the lipstick down against his mouth. She smeared it from side to side. 
 
    “Cute!” 
 
    He hated the feel of the lipstick on his mouth. He wanted to wipe it away, but he couldn’t reach with his hands. 
 
    “Maybe you would like some eyeshadow as well?” 
 
    “Please, please stop this.” 
 
    “Apologize for your bad behavior, and I might stop.” 
 
    “Fine,” he said with an exasperated sigh, “I apologize for my bad behavior.” 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed. “That was pathetic!” Just like that, she pulled out the eyeshadow, pushed the brush along his eyelid, and he had to stop moving. He didn’t want to get jabbed in the wrong place at the wrong time. 
 
    “Very cute. But you know, since you are feeling so defiant, I think I should take away your pants.” 
 
    “What? No!” He pulled on the stocks, twisting and wiggling even as Tara strolled around. 
 
    He inhaled, thinking maybe he should shout for help, like one of the other girls might intercede on his behalf. But when he looked out at the gathered crowd of young women, he saw something: amusement. They were delighting in this show of feminine power and authority. 
 
    The moisture drained away from his mouth, yet Dylan couldn’t think of a single thing to say. Every word dissipated from his head even as he felt her soft hands along his waist. She unbuckled his belt, yanked down his pants, and pulled them off altogether. His boxers followed just a second later. 
 
    “Now, are you ready to apologize for real?” Tara asked, strolling back in front of him. 
 
    The other girls watched. They had lowered their phones and were focused entirely on this humiliating display. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Getting better,” she teased. 
 
    “Please, please, just stop this right now. Please, I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Getting worse,” she said. “I know you’re just a boy, so maybe you need some help. Try this. Tell us you’re sorry for speaking up in class and being rude. When a woman is talking, you don’t need to say anything. Oh, I like this. Tell us that boys are meant to be seen, not heard.” 
 
    She was clearly enjoying her performance, savoring the attention of the young women around her. 
 
    Deep down, Dylan needed to believe he was better than this, yet his lips started moving, seemingly all on their own. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I spoke up in class. I didn’t mean to be rude. Please, I’m sorry. I’m really, really sorry.” 
 
    “And that last part?” 
 
    Dylan wished he couldn’t recall precisely what she said, yet the words seemed to glow like a burn at the back of his mind. “Boys are meant to be seen, not heard.” 
 
    “Very nice!” That’s when she yanked down his boxers, ripping them off his legs and leaving him naked. 
 
    Dylan let out some incoherent sound, one which caused all of the girls to point and laugh. Not only that, some of them had their phones out now, but they weren’t texting or playing games. Then. They were taking pictures. 
 
    “Just think, Dylan. You might get to be Internet famous!” 
 
    He was blushing brightly, trying to turn his head away, but there were girls in every direction. Then they could see the rest of his naked body. 
 
    “And you know, there’s something else we have wanted to try. I guess you get to be the guinea pig.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Dylan asked, his tone pleading. Every ounce of dignity and self-respect he possessed to been stripped away by these girls. 
 
    She patted him on the head and skipped away. 
 
    In the meantime, he can still feel the lipstick on his mouth. Worse, several other girls came up to him. 
 
    The started to put powder on his face, blush and foundation. They were giggling and chatting as they toyed with him, probably making him look like a clown or something. 
 
    At one point, Dylan tried his only strategy. “Please, can you go get Amanda? Please?” 
 
    The girls pretended not to hear him. 
 
    After another minute or so, Tara came back. She was carrying a box or crate of some kind. 
 
    “This is going to be old school,” she announced. 
 
    “What is it?” one of the girls asked. 
 
    Rather than respond and let Dylan in on the secret, Tara pointed down to the box. The girls circled around and started giggling. A few of them let out delighted calls of, “Eww!” 
 
    Then Tara reached down and picked up one of the rotten tomatoes. “I’m glad they still had these in the cafeteria. They were about to throw them away!” 
 
    Dylan bristled, glaring straight ahead. But then Tara pulled her arm back and threw one of the tomatoes. It smacked against his cheek, only to dribble down onto the ground. The other girls decided to play as well. They started chucking the fruit right at him, smacking his face and his hands. Some of them missed. Some of the tomato juice started to dribble down his face. 
 
    All the while, most of the girls were laughing. Some of them whispered back and forth, perhaps thinking about what it might be like if their boyfriends or brothers or friends ended up in the stocks. What were they going to do? 
 
    The answer seemed obvious: have fun. 
 
    This went on for several minutes until the girls ran out of fruit. Then Tara walked up to him and said, “Is there anything you’d like me to do? Is there anything you want to beg for?” 
 
    He kept his eyes downcast. Realizing this might be his only chance, he had to rely on her. “Please, please, would you please get Amanda for me? Please, I need her.” 
 
    “Tell us you’re going to be an obedient boy.” 
 
    “I promise, I’ll be an obedient boy.” 
 
    She looked like she was about to pat him on the head, only then she stopped because she didn’t want to get tomato juice on her hands. Instead, she turned around and walked away. 
 
      
 
    Dylan didn’t know what to expect next. Now that the instigator had left, the other girls seemed to mill around for a little bit. They texted or shared photos, but they didn’t wander off. 
 
    Then Amanda came back. 
 
    “Wow. They really did a number on you, didn’t they?” 
 
    When he saw his girlfriend, he felt that blossom of anger deep within his chest. 
 
    And yet, he stifled it, holding it back because he knew he couldn’t say anything to her, not right then or there. 
 
    But after this, he would break up with her and leave the school. He didn’t care what it took her how much it cost. He was done with this place! 
 
    Or so he thought. 
 
    “Answer me,” she said. 
 
    “They did,” he finally acknowledged. 
 
    “And what lessons did you learn?” 
 
    “Boys are meant to be seen, not heard,” he told her. At first, Dylan meant those words to sound vicious and sarcastic, loaded with disdain. Instead, his girlfriend started laughing. “Oh, I like that! Say it again.” 
 
    His lips parted, and he knew that the other females were watching, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it. Then she stroked one fingernail along the underside of his chin. He shivered at the look on her face. Because he just wanted to get out of the stocks and free himself, he said, “boys are meant to be seen, not heard.” 
 
    “Very nice. Now, would you like me to rinse you down?” 
 
    She nodded over toward one of the buildings. Sure enough, there was a coiled hose. She could wash her naked boyfriend, spraying him. 
 
    “Please,” he said. 
 
    “Okay. But you’re going to have to pay me back afterward.” She winked at him without saying anything else before skipping over to the hose. She turned on the water, aimed at the hose in his direction, and sprayed him down, just as promised. She sprayed his face, his hands, and then she turned around, walking around the other side of the stocks so she could get his back and ass. 
 
    When it was all done, Dylan could only be grateful that the sun was still out and shining, the warm light permeating his body. 
 
    “Now, it’s time for you to pay me back,” she said. 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    She had her purse with her, and she reached in, taking something out. At first, it looked like she had a black pair of panties, only there was a strange opening at the front, circular and reinforced with rubber or plastic. 
 
    “You know what this is?” Amanda asked. 
 
    He didn’t, so he stayed quiet. 
 
    “This is a strap-on harness. Do you know what goes in here?” 
 
    Since he didn’t know, he remained quiet again. 
 
    “A dildo goes right here. A dildo just like this one.” She reached into her purse and pulled out the pink sex toy. 
 
    When he saw it, the moisture drained away from his mouth. 
 
    “For too long, guys have believed that they get to be in charge just because they have a dick. Men see that as a strength when it’s really a weakness. Those dicks need to be controlled, Dylan. And so, I’m going to show you what happens when you step out of line.” 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this,” he said, but it was obviously too late. She reached into her purse again, and she pulled out a bottle of lubricant. 
 
    That’s when Dylan made another mistake. “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “And for that, I’m not going to use any lubricant,” she said, dropping the small bottle back into her purse. 
 
    “Make him can suck it!” 
 
    Dylan couldn’t see which girl had called out those words, but now a different sort of expression played along Amanda’s face. She liked that idea. She liked it a lot. 
 
    Just as Dylan opened his mouth, getting ready to protest, she shoved the dildo into his mouth, sliding it all the way up to the back of his throat. He nearly gagged, almost choking, but he managed to somehow breathe through his nostrils as she forced the fake cock between his lips. 
 
    When she pulled it out, it glistened with his saliva. 
 
    “Very nice,” Amanda said. 
 
    The next thing he knew, she had stepped behind him. 
 
    She lifted her skirt, put on the harness, and slipped the dildo into position. 
 
    “Ladies, let’s see what can be done here,” Amanda called out. 
 
    Realizing he only had one choice, Dylan started to speak again. “Please, Amanda. Please, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I spoke out of turn. I’m sorry I was disobedient. Please, you don’t have to do this!” 
 
    “You’re right,” Amanda said, giving him a spark of hope. “I don’t have to do this. I want to do this!” 
 
    That’s when she came up behind him, aimed at the tip of her cock against his opening, and pushed forward. 
 
    Bright red blush played along his face as he cried out. The invasion was relentless and unstoppable. She pushed forward, it’s by inch, burying that fake shaft between his buttocks. Around them, the other girls laughed, pointed, and took pictures. 
 
    Finally, something inside of him snapped, so he had to break free. He pulled and struggled, yanking his arms, trying to raise his body. He fought as hard as he could. 
 
    And it didn’t do any good. 
 
    His girlfriend fucked in from behind, giggling and laughing. “Oh, so this is what it feels like to penetrate a boy! This is fun!” She laughed out, her glee bouncing against of the courtyard walls. The other girls in the quad kept taking pictures. 
 
    They got shots of his face from a bunch of different angles. They thought it was so enjoyable to see a young man demeaned and degraded just like this. Whether that meant cat calling or something else, these young ladies knew what it was like to be objectified. Somehow, they could see one of their peers suffer the same fate. 
 
    And it was delicious! 
 
    That’s when Amanda pumped him and she started to feel something else. Maybe it was the friction against her pelvis. Maybe it was just the power running through her body, but she didn’t care. It was amazing! Her lips parted as she started to gasp. With every sharpened breath, she raised her chin, straightened her back, and bucked with her hips. She penetrated him, going deep. 
 
    And all the while, Dylan couldn’t stop it! 
 
    Having never truly been powerless before, he didn’t know how to degrading this would all be. 
 
    But he was getting a very fast lesson. 
 
    And then he heard her voice as she called out, “Dylan, this is where you belong now. You stay on your hands and knees. As far as you’re concerned, you’re my slave boy now!” She cried out the words, following that stream of consciousness to its logical conclusion. 
 
    If any of the faculty members objected, they didn’t say anything. Why would they? Hamilton Academy may have started out as a bastion for wealthy men, but it had shifted like so much of the rest of the world. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    He didn’t comply immediately, her hand swung down, she struck his backside, spanking him hard. The burst of pain nearly made him comply, but some lingering dignity kept him from doing it. 
 
    She spanked him again and again, her hand flashing down even as she rode his ass, thrusting that dildo deeper and deeper into his body. She penetrated him hard, making him take every inch. She pulled back and pushed forward, triggering something primal within him. 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He got hard. 
 
    The spanking kept going, her hand slapping down against his backside. He heard every clap even as the girls around them laughed. 
 
    “I’m a slave! I’m your slave!” 
 
    She cried out, moaning. It was clear she just came. But then she pulled away, discarded the dildo, and lowered her skirt once again. 
 
    When she walked around, she still had her purse hanging from her shoulder, and now Amanda looked into his eyes. “You’re my slave now? Is that right?” 
 
    Hoping that he could just tell her what she wanted to hear and get out of stocks, he nodded his head down and up. “Say it again.” 
 
    “I’m your slave,” he replied. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” she agreed. And that’s when she reached into her purse and took something else out. When he saw the tube and the small padlock, Dylan didn’t understand. 
 
    “I know you, Dylan, I know exactly what you’re thinking right now.” 
 
    He didn’t respond. 
 
    She continued as though he had. “Right now, you’re thinking about how you will tell me whatever I want to hear, and then you’re going to drop out of school and disappear altogether. You think you’re about to break up with me. But that’s not how this is going to work, Dylan. You still haven’t really learned her lesson. I know it’s going to take a long time, but I love you, and I’m willing to work on our relationship. I’m willing to teach you.” 
 
    The other girls had grown quiet now. 
 
    “You know what this is?” When Dylan didn’t respond, she continued, “This is a chastity cage. I’m going to lock it on you. Because from this moment forward, I own your cock. I own you. You’re going to stay at the school and do whatever I say. And if you don’t, you will end up in the stocks all over again.” 
 
    Dylan didn’t really understand, not until he felt her hands between his legs. She slipped the ring around his scrotum. She pushed the tube over his shaft. Then he heard another click. It was the lock. 
 
    “Just think about it, Dylan. Unless you make me very happy, I don’t have to use this.” She stepped in front of him again and showed him the key. Small and silver, it didn’t look important, yet it now controlled access to every orgasm he wanted to experience. 
 
    “You belong to me. Say it.” 
 
    “I belong to you,” he acknowledged, admitting the truth to Amanda. She used to be his girlfriend, but now she had become his owner. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Michelle
Means

\\

\\\\ 2

777 \\\\\





